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talk. I smiled at him and then scanned the room full of flowers again, hoping a r t 11 i t e r a r y m a g a z i n e 
they could breathe some of their life into my father like a lost ship, tossed about 
at sea, scans the coastline looking for some inkling light that it might have some 
hope. "Boy, Dad!" I began, "You sure got the flowers! You see? People did care 
and love you, Daddy.'' 
"Dad, I'm sorry .. .! don't understand. I've tried and I've tried to figure it out 
What went wrong? What would make you do such a thing? We were so close. 
Why can't I figure it out?" I paused for a few minutes and stared away from 
him, dazed like a person under a hypnotist's spell. All I was thinking about was 
"why?" like it was engraved in my mind like a name on a tombstone. "Did you 
just give up on life, Dad? Did you think that everything would just come to a 
halt? Didn't you realize that our pain continues even though yours has ended? 
I still can't accept the fact that you would take your own life. Dad, do you realize 
that that is like taking something that God created, chewing it up into little 
pieces and spitting it back into His face? I just can't believe that you would defy 
God and life that way." 
I stood there for awhile staring my father in the face. Then I drew a deep 
breath and began, "Dad, life is still going on; the sun is still going to shine 
tomorrow, and Christmas is still going to come, and the re-runs of "Leave It 
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'lb Beaver" will still be playing. See, Daddy; life still goes on. The only differ­
ence is that it's going to be a little harder on me because I won't have you to 
share it with me. But," I said as I placed my hand on his, "I guess I'll manage 
somehow, I'll---2' 
"Joan? Is that you?" 
As I turned around, I saw Mrs. Bishop, our next door neighbor and answered, 
''Yes." I then turned back toward my father. "Daddy, people are starting to come 
in now. I didn't get much accomplished but I'm glad we had this little talk 
together. Mainly; I just wanted you to remember that I still love you, even after 
all this. I'll always remember and love you and think of you often in everything 
I do. Bye, Daddy;" I said as I kissed my two fingers and rested them on his lips. 
"Joan, sweetheart, I'm so sorry. . .  " D 
